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Summary: John or Johnno to his friends didn't like what his life had 
become, when his family had moved from Australia to America a few 
years ago they had assumed it would be to a better life. Oh, how 
wrong he was, they should have just stayed and then none of this 
would have happened. He thought back to how it all started. As his 
mind raced back to the beginning he watched Brockton Bay 
burn 


1 . Chapter 1 
**_CHAPTER ONE_** 

John or Johnno to his friends didn't like what his life had become, 
when his family had moved from Australia to America a few years ago 
they had assumed it would be to a better life. Oh, how wrong he was, 
they should have just stayed and then none of this would have 
happened. He thought back to how it all started. As his mind raced 
back to the beginning he watched Brockton Bay burn around him as he 
stood alone on top of one of the few remaining larger buildings, his 
team mates dead, lost or deserted him. 

Their city at that time Adelaide had recently been devastated by a 
massive fight between parahumans while the countries national super 
hero group was busy fighting an endbringer elsewhere. His family had 
moved to Brockton Bay as George, his father, had some distant family 
there, the Herbert's or something close to that name. He didn't get 
the chance to meet them though because shortly after they had moved 
to Brockton, the Docks where his dad had worked started laying off 
droves of workers and shutting down most operations. In one of the 
riots that followed that news his father had been killed, whom by 
though, nobody knew, all he knew was that at sixteen he was now 
expected to make money somehow as the loss of his father sent his 
mother Elene into an breakdown and now she could only do little but 
stay at home and drink to cope with her loss. Luckily he was an only 
child so he only had to care for his mum and himself. 


At first it was hard for him, no one wanted an unskilled worker, all 



the retail jobs were taken and hospitality jobs required training he 
could not afford. He managed to make the family's money last but soon 
it was not going to be enough, the bills were getting close to 
overdue and he was struggling at school. 

That all changed when an ABB gang member at school tried to jump him, 
he fought back and gave as good as he got, throwing wild punches and 
kicks. He had no formal training but knew if you fought back hard 
enough they would think twice about trying again later, even if they 
won. When the gang member saw he wasn't going down easy he started 
reaching into his pants to pull something out. A gun? A knife? In 
Winslow High you got used to the unexpected with the gangs, hell last 
week he saw an Empire eighty eight kid pull an cut down baseball bat 
out of his pants, no idea how he hid that all day. 

However, just before the ABB kid could pull out whatever was in his 
pants he was crash tackled by a skinhead built like a brick 
shithouse. The kid with what seemed like more muscles than sense used 
the momentum to lay into the downed asian boy until he finally 
stopped moving. By that time members from both gangs had arrived and 
were staring daggers at each other as both boys were dragged back to 
their respective groups and relative safety. Now though, they were 
just waiting for an excuse or the other side to make a move. John may 
have just been saved but in no way was happy, now he owed the 
skinheadsa€ 1 crap. 

Just as it seemed a full on brawl was about to erupt the teachers and 
principal Blackwell finally arrived to break it up. No one was 
admonished or sent to the office as the school did not care as long 
as no one was seriously hurt , or god forbid, killed. 

When he had first started at Winslow the gangs had tried to recruit 
him, with his large build, height and the muscles from working on the 
land, he was scouted by the Skinheads, the Merchants and by a third 
group whose name he didn't recall. The ABB didn't even try (for 
obvious reasons) , they just sneered and spouted racist comments about 
himself and Australia. Needless to say, he rejected all offers. He 
was not stupid, he knew if he accepted he would be branded as a gang 
member or associate of them, at the very least, for the rest of his 
life. So he made sure he did not accept anything from anyone that 
could count as a favour. Hell, anyone wearing gang colours were 
avoided as they would use said favour to leverage bigger favours 
later on. Now though, as he saw the large skinhead walk toward him, 
he suspected he was well and truly buggered. 

As the two gangs split up to leave, John pulled himself together, 
squared his shoulders, brushed himself off and wiped away the blood. 
Hopefully he can talk his way out of this situation or at least into 
small favour. After a very short chat he found himself with a set of 
instructions to meet up outside his house after school as it turned 
out that yes, they knew where he lived. Damnit, which explains why 
the house was so cheap, with it smack dab right in the middle of 
Empire territory as it was. 


2 . Chapter 2 
_**CHAPTER TWO**_ 

The rest of the school day went by relatively peaceful, thank fuck. 



with no one starting any fights with him or anything. He just did the 
classes, ate his lunch and made sure didn't stand out. He cleaned 
himself up in bathroom after the fight so except for a few new rips 
in his clothing no one would be able to tell he was in that brawl 
earlier. Since the only witnesses were skinheads and ABB the others 
in his classes didn't try to talk to him about it as rumours had not 
seemed to have spread yet. When school finally finished he was just 
bloody glad that bastard of a day was over and he could head 
home . 

The first thing he did as he walked through the front door, was to 
take a quick, hot shower, get changed into jeans and a hoodie and 
went down to the kitchen to fix himself and his mother a small meal. 
Putting her meal in the fridge he brought his out and started eating 
as he sat on the couch. Now as he relaxed on the couch next to his 
mother who was in her usual zombielike state, he found himself 
anxious, siting on edge of the cushion. He didn't like the calm 
before the storm, would rather in fact get this whole thing over and 
done with. 

It seemed fate agreed with him as he only had the time to replace his 
mother's drink and just get comfortable again before he heard a knock 
on the door, someone calling out his name as they did so. Sucking in 
a deep breath and releasing it slowly, he got up to see who was out 
front. On the way out as an afterthought he grabbed the billy club he 
had "found" recently, tucking it into the back of his jeans. Shouting 
out a goodbye to his mum, she grunted in response and reached for her 
beer, not seeming to care what was happening outside of the tv 
screen . 

He made sure the club was fully secure just as he was opening the 
door as while he was pretty sure this was the Empire it never hurt to 
be a little bit paranoid in case another gang was out there or in 
case the Empire actually did attack him. Closing the door and making 
sure it was locked behind him he turned to see standing in the front 
yard four guys from school that were vaguely familiar and one older 
guy he didn't know but was being deferred to by the others. He looked 
to be in his mid-twenties and was attired in nazi symbols on his 
clothing along with the tattoos associated with the Empire as were 
the rest of them just in lesser amounts. 

The leader grunted and gestured with his head towards John to follow 
along, so he did, making sure to stay a few steps behind them. He 
pulled the hoodie up to hide his face in case anyone would recognize 
him and think him part of the E88. Walking in silence as the group 
laughed and joked together up ahead, he did notice that while some of 
the jokes were funny most were downright crude and of course 
racist . 

One of the younger guys he sorta knew from class broke off from the 
group and walked back to where John was following a short distance 
back . 

"Hello John, I'm Mac" 

He said as he extended his hand for John to shake 


John grudgingly accepted his handshake while wondering if "Mac" was 
his real name but decided he didn't care enough to ask. 



"I saw the fight with that spic in school earlier" 

Mac said with a grin 

"You were a bit rough but nicely done, we were going to ignore it as 
you seemed to have it under control but when we saw him go for that 
knife, fukin' yellow coward, we decided to step in, big Steev just 
got there first out of us all" 

"Thanks for that, but I could have handled it" 

John says as he lied, against a knife he would have been in a lot a 
trouble but he didn't want to admit it. 

"No need to thank us, after tonight it will all be squared" Mac 
replied 

"So uh just tonight is it and then we are even?" 

John asked nervously. 

"Of course, fairs fair, unless you decide to keep hanging out and 
join us" he said 

John didn't reply, he felt it wasn't required. 

They walked in silence for a few more minutes until they came to an 
entrance to an alley with the leader gesturing for John and Mac to 
re-join them. 

"Ok same deal as every night but since we got a newbie here I'll go 
over the plan for what usually happens. Right, Mac, you're the 
dealer, Pete's going to stand over there and handle the cash, Joe and 
Troy with be muscle, you two go and hang out a ill bit down the alley 
and keep an eye out . " 

Turning to John he adds as an afterthought 

"Ah, the new guy, you head down with Joe and Troy, you can help them 
with backup in case any trouble starts but since we are so far in our 
territory it's unlikely. I'll just be watching from that car over 
there in case anything goes wrong" 

He says as he starts walking to the car. 

"Oh, and the names Darryl, don't fuck up and we'll have a nice quiet 
night, you hear?" 

With that said the group split up, John didn't see where the 
"product" came from but suddenly Mac had enough to sell to dozens of 
druggies tonight or so he thought. He did not like being involved in 
selling drugs in any way shape or form but he rationalized that the 
drugs will be sold without him there anyway. To be frank he was just 
happy that they didn't want him to prove his worth with a violent 
hate crime of some sort. 

So he did what he was told, he stood in the shadows and kept an eye 
out for anything, passing capes, shifty customers who might attack, 
the cops etc. It was turning out to be pretty uneventful actually, 
someone hands the cash to Pete, Mac gives them the drugs at the end 



of the alleyway with the two keeping separate, can't have the drugs 
and money together they said, more prison time if they got 
caught . 

John stayed at his post until about twelve thirty am according to his 
watch and was starting to nod off, wondering if he could slip away 
unnoticed as he still had school tomorrow when a pickup truck arrived 
dropping off some more Empire members. They were taking over their 
roles so he guessed he'd be able to sleep soon he thought with 
relief, the money went to Darryl who drove off to deliver it to 
wherever it was supposed to go and the rest of the his group started 
to disband to go home. The second group took up the same spots and 
system quickly. As John was leaving he was tossed something by Mac, 
which turned out was a small wad of bills, looking to be over a 
hundred dollars easy there at a glance. 

"That's your cut for tonight, you did a good job, consider the favour 
returned but if you want that much again tomorrow night talk to me at 
school and I'll see what I can do" 

John wanted to say no straight away, he hated the empire and what it 
has done to the city but what they were doing tonight didn't seem too 
bad, it was just drugs and they would have been sold anyway without 
him. It wasn't like he bashing anyone for being wrong colour or 
anything like that and also he really needed the money for the bills 
and maybe get a carer for his mother. 

As he walked home in silence, fingering the money in his pocket as he 
walked, he debated with himself if he should tell them thanks but no 
thanks or tell them he will see them again tomorrow night. Once home 
it was all he could think about, even when he was undressing and in 
bed watching one of his favourite Earth Aleph shows. It was still on 
his mind until sleep finally overtook him at about two am 


3 . Chapter 3 
_**CHAPTER THREE* *_ 

John awoke groggily to his alarm blaring, it was time to get ready 
for school, he was nowhere near rested enough for school, let alone 
rested enough to make a proper decision to tell Mac. He was 
absolutely knackered. He rolled out of bed and got dressed in a 
hurry. John made his mother and himself some breakfast, she was still 
sleeping but he placed her breakfast on a plate for when she woke up 
later. He was still dead tired so he grabbed an energy drink made by 
a cape, both called Brick, it was still illegal but only technically, 
it was safe but was stuck in courts by its non cape competitors. John 
had been living off Brick since his father had passed. They were 
nearly pure adrenalin, he tried not to take more than one drink a day 
just in case he became addicted like he had heard some serious 
drinkers had. 

With drink in hand he started walking to the bus, it was still early 
in the morning but lots of people were out, people travelling to 
work, cops doing patrols, kids walking to the bus stop etc. As he 
walked he sipped his drink slowly until he suddenly felt all the 
tiredness fade away like a bright light had been shined upon the 
darkness of his exhaustion. Once again he was not surprised it was 
called Brick because it hit you like well a Brick, one second you're 



tired next second you're wide awake and alert. He loved it. He 
skulled the rest of the can and threw it into the nearby bushes of 
the footpath. 

He paused near the bus stop, he could see Mac and Pete, they were 
laughing and drinking Brick along with along with a group of other 
skinheads, for a group of angry racists they sure looked happy often. 
He waited near another of people, hood up, head down, he didn't want 
to be recognised yet and have to give an answer yet. The bus arrived 
late as always, the Empire members got on first, pushing and jostling 
their way to the back. John got a seat in the middle, close to 
another group, he pulled out his phone and zoned out while reading 
FML posts, distracting himself and laughing softly until the bus 
arrived near the school. 

The day was a slow one, every time he saw a skinhead he thought that 
was it but mostly they just ignored him, as usual. The ABB however 
were not ignoring him like usual, they were glaring, sneering and 
carrying on at him all day. John didn't like the look of that, that 
is going to be trouble for him in the very near future. The ABB 
didn't try anything though, he didn't give them a chance to, he was 
always in a well crowded area, he was not going to be surprised again 
by them. That was only a short term plan though, what is he going to 
do outside of school, they are bound to catch him again, if he was 
with the Empire then the asian gang would mostly leave him alone, 
blood for blood doesn't usually work out well for gangs that tend to 
escalate things. 

Einally, the school day was over, John grabbed his things and shoved 
them into his locker and was just leaving with the crowd to the bus 
when he was grabbed. Grabbed from behind tightly in a steel grip, he 
struggled but could not break free from the it, the person grabbing 
him must be build like a bear. A Bear he thought or maybe a brick 
shithouse. He took a wild stab and called out behind him. 

"Steev let me go man, come on you got me good" 

The grip loosened and John was let go, he turned around to see Steev 
with a sheepish grin. 

"Aww how'd you know it was me man" 

"Because i don't know any other big ass mofos at this school besides 
you" 

John said playfully. 

Steev laughed, John was relieved, the big guy was just being 
friendly . 

"Mac told me to walk you home, keep you safe from any of those spies 
in case they try anything, we saw how they looked at you today. Also 
Mac wanted to know if you have decided what you want to do yet. We 
sure could do with a solid looking guy like you, especially from such 
a WHITE country like Australia" 

After Steev said that he pushed John along, getting them both walking 
to the bus as they talked. 


"I ah have not decided yet, 1 need more time to think about 



this " 


"What's to think about, your white and you can handle yourself, join 
us. The pays great and we rarely fight other gangs, that is mostly 
left to the capes" 

Steev made a good point, the money was a big issue to him, he was 
already on payment plans with most of the bills. The one major issue 
he had was with the racism and hate crimes, John was not racist, back 
in Australia he had lots of aboriginal and asian friends and even a 
few non white friends here. 

By now they were on the bus seated near the back and John still 
hadn't replied yet. 

"It's the "racism" isn't it John" 

Steev was spot on but John was unsure how to answer. 

"Look it is ok, it's hard to get away from such liberal media that 
makes you think we are "evil", how about you come out tonight again 
and if you don't like it you can go home any time you want, 
honest . " 

Money finally made the decision for him, if he made as much as he did 
last night he would only need to work tonight and he would be ok for 
another week or two. 

"I'll do it, i will come out again but only if promise i can leave 
whenever i want" 

"Of course, promise" 

Oh how naive John was . 


4 . Chapter 4 

They soon arrived at the bus stop near Johns, Steev led the way and 
stopped just outside the yard of the property. Mac must have told him 
where he lives. 

"Mac and the others will be back here in about an hour, be ready. Oh 
and be sure to bring that billy club again, you just might need 
it" 

While Steev continued on his way to wherever he was going John was 
surprised, how the hell did he know about the club, he had kept the 
club in his pants all night. John walked into the house dropping off 
his school stuff in lounge room and heading straight for a 
shower . 

He undressed and got into the hot shower, letting the water wash away 
his troubles. Feeling the water cascade off his body was relaxing. It 
was working, he was just in the moment, no gang, school or money 
troubles in here, just hot water and the good music of Bliss N Eso an 
Aleph Australian rapper group. He wasted another ten minutes in the 
shower before turning it off and drying himself off, time to get 
serious now. 



One quick sandwich later he was ready for whatever the night was to 
bring. He had the billy club now outside of his pants hanging from 
his jeans but easy to unhook and use within a moment. John also had a 
small taser in his hoodie pocket, they may know about the club but no 
one knew about his taser. He had found it on the outskirts of a crime 
scene from an cape fight a few weeks ago, it was lying in the gutter, 
one of the protectorate must have dropped it. He had quickly pocketed 
it and did not take a look at it until he was safely back in his 
bedroom. It appeared normal from a glance but a deeper look clearly 
showed it was anything but normal, it was tinker made. John had not 
used it yet but he was sure it would pack a non lethal punch if he 
ever needed it . 

He sat on the couch watching the clock above the tv tick down to the 
time the Empire goons would arrive. He was fidgety, he was worried, 
he was anxious but as a teenager he was also excited, who knows what 
might happen. Nothing hopefully but what if there is a fight and some 
capes arrive, he could actually see one of the famed 
Protectorate . 

After watching a repeat of an old eighties tv show he could hear 
people in the yard, he pulled back the curtain seeing the same guys 
as last time laughing and joking around. He saw Mac on his way to the 
front door. John said his goodbyes to his mum and left the house, 
locking up and meeting Mac about halfway to the door. The guys nodded 
in recognition to John and they were off, walking in same direction 
as last time, maybe to the same alley John was thinking. 

He was right, they passed another group of heavily tattooed Empire 
eighty eight members as they were leaving the alley, the goods were 
transferred between the leaders and everyone took up the same 
positions as last time. John keeping watch from the shadows toying 
with his billy club and making sure it came off the cord smoothly 
each time he yanked on it. 

The night progressed slowly, he thought he saw Purity fly overhead 
earlier but it was so fast he was unsure. So far he was only needed 
once, a stereotypical crack head was starting to yell and draw 
attention, unlikely that the police would arrive any time soon but it 
was frankly annoying. Darryl gestured for John to come over and sort 
out the issue. So he stepped out from the shadows cracking the billy 
club against his palm, hard. He kept it up hitting his palm as he 
walked slowly over. With his hood up and his face in shadows he must 
have looked quite menacing. It did the trick, it sent the annoying 
man scurrying out the alley. 

Not for long though, that crack head was actually a Merchant scout, 
the Merchants wanted to do a raid on a number of Empire drug 
positions. After John had "scared him off" he had fished out his 
phone sending his scouting report back to his leader who then 
reported to his boss and so on. 

In the Merchants headquarters Skidmark received that one scouts 
report along with dozens of others, he quickly gave the word to 
attack and then go into hiding after dropping off the drugs at 
Merchant safe houses. This would show Brockton bay that the Merchants 
were no joke, this would earn him respect from bloodying the nose of 
Kaiser. Skidmark was sick and tired of being the newbie gang, the 
gang that new capes practised against. This would earn him a spot at 
the big boys table if he pulled this off. 



End 
f ile . 



